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THE 


Salamanca Doctor s Fare we 


I. I. 15 


Exaltation to the Pillory ; ; upon his Chee of P E R KJ URY. 


A BALLAD. 


_To the Tune of; | Packintons Pound. 


I. 
Ome lien, ye Fhigs, to tny pitiful Moan; | 
All you that have Ears, when the Doctor has none 3 
In Sackcloth and Aſhes let's ſadly be jogging, 
To behold our dear Saviour oth? Nation a flogging. 
The Tories to ſpight us, 
As a Goblin to fright us 
With a damh'd wooden Ruff will bedeck our i Friend Titus : 
Then mourn all to ſee this ungrattful Behaviour, 
Fiom theſe lewd Popiſh Tories to the dear Nation-Saviour. 


I. 


From three proſtrate Kingdoms at once to.adore me; 
And no leſs than three Parliaments kneeling betore me 3 
From hanging of Lords with a Word and a Frown, 
And no moe than an Oath to the ſhaking a Crown: 

For all theſe brave Pranks, 

Now to Have no more thanks, 
Than to look thro? a Hole, thro two damn'd oaken Platiks. 
Oh! mourn ye poor bigs with ſad Lamentation, 
To fee the hard Fate of the Saviour oth* Nation, 


= III. 
For ever bee the true Proteſtant Famous 
Old days of thi Illuſtrious great Ignoramus 
Had the great Headſ-man Berbel, that honeſt Reich Royal, 
But ſate at the Helm till, the Rogues Ide defy all; 
' The kind Teckelite Crew, 

Io the Alcoran true, 

Spight of Law, Oaths or Goſpel, would ſave poor true Blue: 


But the Tories are up, and no Quarter nor Favour, 
To truſty old Titus, the great — 


IV. 

8 There once was 2 a Time, Boys, whe to the Worlds wonder, 

I could kill with a Breath more than Fove with his Thunder; 

But, oh! my great Narrative's made but à Fable, 

My Pilgrims and Armies confounded like Babel : 
Oh they've ſtruck, me mw dumb, 
And to tickle my Bum, 

Have my Oracles turn d all to a Tale of Tom 

Oh! weep all to ſee this ungrateful Behaviour, 

In thus ridiculing the 8 Nation- Saviour. 


v. 


From Honour and Favour, and Jo s, my full firing ; 
. 12 pound a week, and the World in a firing 3 

oor falling Titus! tis a curſed Debaſement, - 
pelted with Eggs thro? a lewd wooden Caſement! 
IS And oh muckle Tony, | 

To ſee thy o 

5 With a Face all benointed with wild Locuſt Honeys: 
*T would make thy old TAP weep. with ſad Lamengation, 
ee trully old Th, thy Saviouroth* Nation. +5 


2 Wed ak our black Bills up, and all our old Plots 
1 8 We'd leave the baſe World all for their damn'd rude Bchavi- 


Bur aac ad a day the 
Which ma 


5 vr 

See the Rabbie al rourid me in Battel array. 

| Ronin my wood Caſtle their Batteries play; 
th Turnep-Granadoes the Storm is begun 


| = weapons mote mortal than Pickering's ew] Gun: - 


Oh ! my Torture begins 
ls dig dae K 05 . j 
Forge thro* Key-holes, to ſpy Dukes a Owens 
Which makes me to roar out with ſad Lamentation, 
For this tragical Blow to the Saviour oth* Nation. 


Vn. | 


| Acurſe on the day, when the Papifts to run down, | 


I left buggering at Omers, to ſwear Plots at London 5 + 
And oh my dear Friends ! tis a damnable hard caſe, 


| To think how they'll pepper my ſanctify d _—_ 3 


Were my Skin but as tou 
5 As my Conſcience of br 5 
em pelt their e e I'd hold out well h 
(ol 5 theſe ſad ts o f Mortification, = 


To maul the poor Hide of the Saviour oth? Nation, 


VIII. 
Had the Parllament ſate til they'd once more but put 


/ 


| Three Kingdoms into the Geneva old Cut, 


With what Homage and Duty to Titus in 1 Glory * 


Had the wofſhipping Saints turn'd their Bums up before the: 
But oh the poor Stallion, 
Alamode de Italian, 


To be futred at laſt like an Engliſh Raſcalion. 


Oh mourn all ye Brethren of th Aſlociation, 
Io ſee this ſad Fate of the Saviour oth* Nation, 


IX. 


on 4 I orice but get looſe from theſe troubleſom Tackles” 
pocky fipne Doublet, and plaguy ſtee] Shackles, 
1 1 leave the damn d Tories, and to do my ſelf juſtice, 
I'd en go a mumping with my honeſt Friend Eutace. 
Little Commyns and Oats, 
In two Pilgrim Coats, 
0 ours, 


To two ſuch heroick true Proteſtant Saviours. 
* * 


Wes is behind Rin, ( mill : 
kes me fetch Groans that wou'd &n fun a Wind- 
Were the itn all, 1 ſhould never be vet, 
But oh to my ſorrow the Gallows comes next; 

1 my doleful fad Fate, 

tho' too late, _ 

To this Collar of Wosz comes a hempen Crevat ; I 5 
Which makes me thus roar out with ſad Lamentation, 


To think how In truſs up — Saviour — Narion, 


"= 
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